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formance they enjoyed most of all, I think the palm
would be handed to a troupe of Morris Dancers who
appeared one evening in Bow.

Old English country dances are all right in their
way; on the village greens of Buckinghamshire they
are, I believe, delightful, and no doubt the old
English costumes and the old English people fit in
perfectly with that environment. In the Bow Baths
Hall, however, it was a different matter. The
saucy antics of the buxom and bare-legged ladies
invited and received loud and ribald remarks from
the brightest of the Bow-belles. They could not
connect the performances on the platform with the
freedom, the happiness and the beauty of the village
green in summer time in the days when England
was "Merrie". They only saw what was before
their eyes and it made them laugh.

You could always be sure that the people of
Bow would extract the last ounce of entertainment
out of the performers. True, they might see farce
in tragedy, and tears might flow in rivers at the
merest sentimental rubbish, but they "knew what
they liked", and that's all that mattered to them,
In spite of the B.B.C. and the gramophone, they are
the same to-day.